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Was from that casket stoPn, from this trunk torn,
I found just cause why they, why I, should mourn.

But who shall guide my artless pen to draw
Those blooming beauties, which I never saw?              20

How shall posterity believe my story,
If I her crowded graces, and the glory
Due to her riper virtues, shall relate

Without the knowledge of her mortal state?                    '

Shall I (as once Apelles) here a feature,                       25

There steal a grace, and rifling so whole Nature
Of all the sweets a learned eye can see,
Figure one Venus, and say, Such was she?
Shall 1 her legend fill with what of old
Hath of the worthies of her sex been told;                  30

And what all pens and times to all dispense,
Restrain to her, by a prophetic sense?
Or shall I, to the moral and divine
Exactest laws, shape, by an even line,
A life so straight, as it should shame the square          35

Left in the rules of Catherine or Clare,
And call it hers ? say, So did she begin,
And, had she liv'd, such had her progress been ?
These are dull ways, by which base pens for hire
Daub glorious vice, and from Apollo's choir                40

Steal holy ditties, which profanely they
Upon the hearse of every strumpet lay.

We will not bathe thy corpse with a torc'd tear,
Nor shall thy train borrow the blacks they wear;
Such vulgar spice and gums embalm not thee,             45

Thou art the theme of truth, not poetry.
Thou shalt endure a trial by thy peers:
Virgins of equal birth, of equal years,
Whose virtues held with thine an emulous strife,
Shall draw thy picture, and record thy life.                 50

One shall ensphere thine eyes; another shall
Impearl thy teeth; a third, thy white and small
Hand shall besnow; a fourth, incarnadine
Thy rosy cheek: until each beauteous line,
Drawn by her hand in whom that part excels,             55

Meet in one centre, where all beauty dwells.
Others, in task, shall thy choice virtues share,
Some shall their birth, some their ripe growth declare ;
Though niggard Time left much unhatch'd by deeds,